CHAPTER: 45

The  Bengali   "Joy-Permeated   Mother"

"SiR, please do not leave India without a glimpse of
Nirmala Devi. Her sanctity is intense; she is known
far and wide as Ananda Moyi Ma (Joy-Permeated
Mother)." My niece, Amiyo Bose, gazed at me earnest-
ly.
"Of course! I want very much to see the woman
saint." I added, "I have read of her advanced state of
God-realization. A little article about her appeared
years ago in East-West".
"I have met her," Amiyo went on. "She recently
visited ray own small town of Jamshedpur. At the en-
treaty of a disciple, Ananda Moyi Ma went to the home
of a dying man. She stood by his bedside; as her hand
touched his forehead, his death-rattle ceased. The dis-
ease vanished at once; to the man's glad astonishment
he was well."
A few days later I heard that the Blissful Mother was
staying at the home of a disciple in the Bhowanipur
section of Calcutta. Mr. Wright ind I set out immediate-
ly from my father's Calcutta home. As the Ford neared
the Bhowanipur house, my companion and I observed
an unusual street scene.
Ananda Moyi Ma was standing in an open-topped
automobile, blessing a throng of about one hundred dis-
ciples. She was evidently on the point of departure.
Mr. Wright parked the Ford some distance aw.ay, and
accompanied me on foot, toward the quiet assemblage.
The woman saint" glanced in our direction; she alighted
from her car and walked toward us.
"Father, you have come!" With these fervent words
(in Bengali) she put her arm around my neck and her
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